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Poetry. 



£April. 



ON HEADING THE LAST »OEM WRITTEN 
■ T MRS, TIOHE, THE AUTHORESS Of 
FSYCHE, " ON RECEIVING A BRANCH OF 
MEZERION." 

xLRE Psyche joined th* immortal choir, 
Such the 'last sorrows of her lyre ! 
Pupil of patience— from whose smile 
She learn'd her sufferings to beguile, 
And bless each soft consoling ray, 
That beam'd upon her wintry day. 

The couch of sickness ne'er was seen, 
To shine with lustre more serene j 
Light, social graces hover'd there, 
The fav'ring muse heard Psyche's prayer ; 
Friendship wrth,dove-like eyes would bring 
The fairest blossoms of the spring, 
And music flings her spells around 
'With sweetest witchery of sound,, 
'Waking now the song of pleasure, 
Mow with rapid change of measure, 
Ere the gay visions disappear, 
Surprising soft the sudden tear. 

But brighter rays are seen to shine 
Around her couch with light divine : 
A saint-like mother's* arm supports 
The drooping rose ; a mother courts 
Her smile with each endearing art, 
That iis've can teach a female heart. 

Pale, placid mourner ! years have shed 
Their silver honours 6n thy head : 
Yet in thine eye, Uiwjugiteh'd by time, 
Strong faith resides, and hope-sifblimff, 
Guides that direct thy Psyche's wiy, 
To regions of eternal day. 

Then Seraph ! rise to realms above, 
Where all is harmony and lore. 

SONG. 

ALAS, OO damask bud that blows 
Is half so frail as beauty's power, 

Youth's ro«y hue seductive glows, 
And withers in one transient hour. 

Then, Melesrda, m these arsis, 

Ere the young blossom lose its prime, 

To weddecT tove resign thy charms, 
And screen them from the blast of time. 

ANSWER. 

Why shouldst thou wish to pluck a flower 

Thar bteoth* so tender and Ob frail,— 

* Mrs. Blackford, mother to Mrs. Henry 
Tighe, who attended her in her long illnest, 
unites uncommon powers of mind and ta- 
lents for conversation, to eminent piety, 
and unwearied benevolence. 



That scarce can live its transient hour — 
But dreads the sun, and shuns the gale ? 

Hast thou the power its speed to stay ?— « 
Within thy grasp the blossom dies — 

And, ere the evening of the day, 

The hand that gain'd, has lost the prize! 



IMPROMPf U ON A LADV NO LONGER 
YOUNG. 

WHENCE comes it, Time, you leave 
no trace 
On that bewitching form and face ?" — 
" Because; whene'er my scythe I wield, 
Good-humour spreads a sparkling shield, 
And dazzles so mine aged sight, 
I ne'er can aim one blow aright." 



T» ONE WHO CENSURED MODERN 
DRESS. 

WHAT, though these garments, light 

as Woven air, 
Disclose each charm that decks the modern 

fair 
Why so censorious, friend? What is't M 

If Paradise ts open'd to our view ? 

Like their pure mother Eve our maids un- 

blairVd', 
For they are naked, and are not asham'd ! 

SELECTS!) fOETST. 

VERSES WRITTEN ST THE EARL or CHES- 
TERFIELD OVER A SIDEBOARD OF SIR 
WILLIAM STANHOPE'S, AT TWICKEN- 
HAM. 

.LiET social mirth' with gentle manners 

join, 
Unstunn'd by laughter, uninfiam'd by wine: 
Let reason unimpair'd exert its powers, 
But let gay fancy strew the way with 

flowers. . 
Far hence the wag's and witling's scurrit 

je*t» . 

Whose noise" and nonsense shock the de- 
cent guest, 

True wit and humour such low helps de- 
cline. 

Nor will the graces owe their charms to 
wine. 

Fools fly to drink, in native dullness sunk, 

In vain — they're ten times greater fools 
when drunk. 

Thus free from riot, innocently gay, 

We'll neither j»ish, .nor fear our final day. 



